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Author's Notes: 
A quick shot.because | can\'t get these two out of my mind.. 


A soft sigh rippled against my ear. | couldn't hear it really with the music and talking going on around us, but | 
felt it. A puff of hot air that sent a cold shiver over me. When did he start having this effect on me? | never 
wanted him, never sought him out, but due to his insistent pursuit of me, he had me right were he wanted 


me..or close to it, anyways. 


"This party is fucking lame," he said, the heat of his voice, once again blowing over me; this time on my neck 


as well as my ear. 


| looked around the room. Dime, who'd flown in from Dallas to see the show, was in the corner talking to Mike 
and Ryan. A few feet away, Nik was leaning against the bar, chatting up a few chicks, one of them laughing so 
hard her face was red, and she looked out of breath. William, the guitarist for my backing band, was sitting on 
the coffee table in front of the couch we were on, his afro so big | had to lean around him to get a clear shot 


of the door. 


"You wanna blaze?" | asked before taking a drag off my cigarette. | titted my chin up to blow the smoke over 


our heads, my eyes narrowing as | scoped out the hotel room. 

"| can hear the water in the jacuzzi tub calling our names." 

| smiled. | couldn't help it. Chad had this romantic, girl/boy ideal about our "relationship". He always had plans 
for us, some cozy setting just so he could bend me over and ass fuck me. It was funny. I'd never really been 
courted before. | couldn't decide if | liked it or not. | figured instead of telling him to stop it, I'd indulge him by 
letting him indulge me. He seemed to enjoy doing it anyway. 


"A bottle of Cristal..." 


| licked my lips before taking the last drag off my near-spent cigarette. | noticed Ryan watching us from his 


huddle across the room. When his eyes met mine, he looked away. 
"What else you got stuck up your sleeve, loverboy?" 


This time, when he whispered in my ear, his mouth was close enough that the whiskers of his goatee scraped 


my skin. "You'll just have to wait and see, won't you?" 


My legs were crossed, my ankle resting on my knee. When | nudged him with my boot it left a dirt scuff on 
the thigh of his faded black jeans. 


"I keep expecting a bouquet of roses, Chad, but they haven't come yet" 

"You like flowers?" 

| could see his wide-eyed expression in my peripheral vision It made me spit out a laugh. "No." 
"Oh." 


He chuckled and took a sip off his beer. When he pushed the palm of his hand against his leg, the knuckles 


rubbed against me. The sensation was like little electric currents shooting into my groin 
"Let's go," he whispered. "I can't stand this anymore." 

"Stand what?" | knowingly asked, 

"This." He sighed. "C'mon, Jerr, let's go.” 


| smiled,digging in my chest pocket for a fresh cigarette. When | got the pack out, | shook one lose and 
removed it with my mouth. | mumbled as | lit it. "I can't go just yet. I'm waiting for somebody." 


His voice deepened and rose. "Who?" 

"Somebody." 

| wasn't really, but it was so easy to get a rise out of Chad] liked doing it just for the fun of it. 

"Why?" 

"None of your business." 

"What?" 

| turned to him and smiled. "Don't worry about it 

He blinked, his caterpillar eyebrows pulling in to a thick line, creasing over his nose. "What's going on, Jerry?" 
"Nothin" 


| shifted in my seat and crossed my legs in the other direction. He leaned against my shoulder. "Can't it wait? 
I've been thinking about getting you alone all day." 


"Nope. Sorry. This is important.” 
"What is?" 
"This. What | need to do." 


| heard a level of slight panic in his voice. "What is it? Tell me and I'll make sure someone takes care of it for 


you." He turned his head each way. "Let me find Chief” 
"No, no, only | can do it. Just hold your horses. It shouldn't take long.” 


| had to think of how | was going to pull this off. Just as | was drawing a blank, the hotel room door opened 
and in walked the bass player from my backing band, Adam. 


"There he is," | said, rising from the couch. "I'll be right back" 


| edged between Chad's sprawled giraffe legs and the coffee table to Adam, who was already smiling at me as | 
walked up. 


"Hey, Jerr.” 


| slung my arm over his shoulder and started leading him towards the bedroom part of the suite. As | looked 


over my shoulder to the couch, Chad crossed his arms over his chest and narrowed his eyes. 

"What's going on?" Adam asked 

"Just follow me in here for a second” 

Poor kid. You think he'd get used to being my pawn by now. And he was so perfect for it too- young, fresh 
faced; thin, tawny dreds trailing down his back For someone who liked his ass exotic, he'd do in a heartbeat- a 
fucking mulatto dream. He was like a cup of coffee spiked with Kalhua and Southern Comfort. Just the smell of 
him would knock you on your ass. | should know. 

"You're not pulling another one on your bud are you?" 

And he knew me pretty well too, didn't he? 

"Shut up and keep quiet. Just do what you're told, and | won't hurt you..much 

"You're so fucking mean, Jerr. Aren't you getting too old for these games?" 

"Old?" 

| scrunched my face up at him. When we got into the bedroom, | shut the door. 

Adam looked at his watch. "I hope this doesn't take long’ 


| smiled and shook my head. "It shouldn't." 


And when l'm right, l'm right. Before we'd been in there five minutes, the door knob rattled. Only rattled, not 
opened, because I'd locked it.for effect. 


'Hey" There was a knock. "Jerry?" 

| put my finger to my lips, signalling Adam. He rolled his eyes and shook his head 
"Jerry?" Another knock "Are you in there?" 

"Weill be out in a minute, Chad. Go have another drink" 

"Hts getting late. I'm ready to go. 


| sat on the bed, leaning back to lie down. It made the springs squeak. More effect. 


"Jerr?" 

"In a minute!" 

Adam shook his head at me again. | pointed at him and wagged my finger. 

After a minute of silence, | figured Chad'd done what he was told. That's my good boy. 

"Why do you do this, man?" 

| got up off the bed, heading towards the door. "Because it's fun" 

Truth was, it gave me an edge. Deep down | wondered why Chad was so interested in me; probably because he 
still had stars in his eyes from when | was in Alice. But my glory days were fading fast, and | needed to keep 
some distance from him. One day he'd grow into his big britches, and if | didn't keep things loose..well, lets just 
say | didn't want to go there. 

When | got back into the living room, Chad was in his seat on the couch, this time in the middle. He had Ryan 
on one side of him, and Dime on the other. Everyone was laughing at something Dime said, everyone except 
Chad. | hooked my thumb towards the door. 


"You ready?" 


His jaw twisted and set as he nodded. When he walked to me, he purposefully cut Adam off, knocking shoulders 
with him. 


"Hey!" 

Chad didn't even turn around. He just kept walking, made a bee-line to the door, opened it, and left. | took my 
time, lighting another cigarette and saying good night. When | got into the hall, he was already at the elevators. 
His arms were folded over his chest, and he was watching the numbers over the doors, reading the approach 
of the car. 

"What's wrong there, loverboy? You seem angry.” 

"Nope. I'm just fucking tired." 

"Fucking tired?" | chuckled. "Oh, does that mean too tired to fuck?" 


He didn't answer. The bell pinged, the doors pulled back, and | followed him inside. 


"So, | guess you got that important thing done with Adam?" His voice was still deepened | could hear the 
scrape of fatigue in it. 


Nodding, | blew out a stream of cigarette smoke. "Mhm." 


Another ping, and we were in front of the penthouse door. Chad slid his card key through the fob and we went 


inside. 

"You know, someone told me you used to fuck him," he said, his back to me, as he walked to the bar. It was 
one of those small, free-standing ones, with full size bottles of liquor in them, not the little, counted-daily 
miniatures from the hotels | frequented. 

"What?" | feigned innocence. "Who?" 


"Adam" 


Each cube of ice clinked as they dropped into a short, fat glass. lt was followed by the gulping sound of liquid 
as it poured. He kept his face down, his eyes focused on the oh-so-delicate task of fixing a scotch. 


"| thought we were going to have champagne." 
"| don't feel like champagne now 

He passed in front of me to go to the suite's bedroom, and | grabbed his ass when it was within reach. 
"Don't! 

"What's wrong?" | chuckled "Why are you being so fucking moody?" 

He turned to look at me over his shoulder. If his eyes were bullets Id be a dead man now. 

"Chad? What is wrong with you?" 

"Nothing. 


He sipped his drink, making his way into the bedroom. He set the glass on the nightstand with a clunk and 
ducked out of his t-shirt. When he sat on the bed to pull his boots off, | sat down next to him. 


"You know, you're mighty sexy when you're angry." 
No response. He stood up, turning away from me. | heard the clank of his belt as he worked on the buckle. 
| wish you'd let me do that," | whispered. 


He stopped and turned to me. The belt was open, the excess on both sides hanging limp from his jean's loops. 


"C'mere." 


| slid my leg around his and pulled him in front of me. He was close enough for his hips to be in front of my 


chest. | unthreaded the belt slowly and let it drop to the floor. 

"What was the important business with Adam? A blow job?" 

| chuckled. "No." 

| touched my fingers to his tummy, letting them slide up and over his pecs. | felt his nipples harden and pucker 
against my palms. His skin was so soft, supple, like baby skin. It reminded me how young he was, how old | was 
getting, that there was more than six years separating us. 

"What was it?" he asked. "I have to know." 

"It was just band stuff." 

"So, why did you have to be behind a locked door to do it?" 

My arms circled him, my hands sliding down his sinewy back. When | got to his ass, | could feel his muscles 
flex beneath the loose denim. My fingers pried and pushed against the center seam, wanting to get into him. 
His breath strained and a quiet whine clenched in his throat. 

“Because, it was private." 

"Whu..why?" 


"Because it just was, Chad." 


| pulled him to me so | could kiss his stomach. My tongue pushed into his belly button, one of my many 
favorite Chad things. 


"| need to know." 
"No, you don't 
And truth was, at this moment | felt almost sorry I'd pulled the stupid stunt. | could hear the torment in his 
voice. | think it really did hurt him. But then again it reassured me of my power, that he had feelings for me, 


that maybe | wasn't just a passing kink in this straight boy's life. 


With my nose still skating the skin of his stomach, my fingers popped the button on his jeans. | sucked in a 
deep breath of him. His skin smelled of hotel bath soap. My dick hardened when | heard the scrape of his 


zipper pulling down. 

"Is it true? You and Adam used to..." 

"That was a long time ago." 

"How long?" 

"Before | even knew you, Chad. Just leave it alone." 

| slid his jeans down and let them fall to his feet. My teeth scraped his skin where his hip bone jutted out. 
"Did you love him?" 

My lips pulled into a smile as they brushed over him. "No." 

| leaned back when he kneeled before me. His hands clumsily rushed to undo the buttons on my shirt, taking 
way too long to get the first one undone. His eyes were searching mine. Blue. Intense. Framed by wisps of 
blonde curls. Not so much unlike someone else I'd known, but different. Innocent. Fresh. Clean... 

Alive. 


‘lm sorry," he said. "I just.! get jealous." 


Slowly | smiled. "| know." 


